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reason, perhaps a common one, for this strange
desertion, I should have lost the unwritten poems
with which 1 intoxicated myself. To me this
sanctuary evoked the most varied images of
human life darkened by sorrows; sometimes it
was a cloister without the nuns; sometimes a
graveyard and its peace^ without the dead who
talk to you in epitaphs; to-day the house of the
leper? to-morrow that of the Atrides; but above
all was it the provinces with their composed ideas,
their hour-glass life.

"Often I wept there, but I never smiled. More
than once an involuntary terror seized me, as I
heard, above my head the muffled whirr of a ring-
dove's wings hurrying past. The soil is damp;
care must be taken against the lizards, the vipers*
the frogs, which wander about with the wild
liberty of nature; above all, it is well not to fear
coldy for there are moments when you feel an icy
mantle laid upon your shoulders like the hand of
the Commander on the shoulder of Don Juan.
One evening I shuddered; the wind had caught
and turned a rusty vane. Its creak was like a
moan issuing from the house; at a moment, too,
when 1 was ending a gloomy drama in which I
explained to myself the monumental dolor of that
scene.

"That night I returned to my inn, a prey to
gloomy thoughts. After I had supped the land-
lady entered my room with a mysterious air, and